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The mother eagerly listened to his pithy speech; it
pleased her that this middle-aged man should unbosom
himself to her son. But she felt that Pavel's manner was
too dry, and she tried to make up for it by being hospi-
table.
"Perhaps you'd like a bite to eat, Mikhailo Ivanovich?"
she said*
"Thank you, mother. I've had my supper. So you think
life's not what it should be, Pavel?"
Pavel got up and began walking up and down, his
hands behind his back.
"It's taking the right course," he answered. "Didn't it
bring you to me with an open heart? Little by little it's
uniting us working people, and the time will come when
it will unite everybody. Life is hard and unfair to us, but
it is opening our eyes to its bitter meaning and*showing
us how to make things move faster."
"Right you are!" put in Rybin. "People need a good
overhauling. If a fellow gets lousy, take him to the bath-
house, give him a good scrubbing and put him into clean
clothes. Then he'll be presentable again. But how can you
clean up a fellow inside? That's the thing!"
Pavel spoke excitedly about the factory and the bosses
and how the workers abroad were fighting for their rigths.
Sometimes Rybin struck the table as if punctuating Pa~
vel'p speech.
"That's the thing!" he would exclaim.
And once he laughed and remarked quietly:
"You're young yet! Don't know much about people."
"Let's not talk about being old or young," said Pavel
seriously, coming to a halt in front of Rybin. "Let's sec
whose ideas are right."
"So you think th«y*ve been fooling us about God too?
Hm. I too think our religion's no good."
Here the mother broke in, Whenever h*r son spoke
about God and things associated with her faith in Him,
a faith she held dear and sacred, she tried to catch his
eye, silently pleading with him not to wound her heart
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